days were over and that die curtain had rung uf> for the
usual performance.
That faint anxiety of hers would grow like Jack's bean-
stalk until it overshadowed every other consideration. Why
was she still without an idea in her head ? Was site never
going to be able to write another book? She was getting
no younger and her output might be over . .. she had not
begun to write till maturity. Never had she known so
prolonged a period of stagnation! Was I sure that the last
book had been really first-class! After all, there had been
some adverse reviews. Come to think of it, she couldn't
remember many good ones! Did I remember such and such
a criticism? Was it really worth while her writing at all?
And yet again and again and again: why was she without
the ghost of an inspiration ? Head by head I would tackle
this Hydra; infinitely pitiful of what she endured but per-
fectly confident of the ultimate issue, and almost invariably
her misery would seek relief in the gestation or resurrection
of a trolley book and the curtain^ rise upon the second
act.
It would all be undertaken with the utmost gravity and
the Lord knows she suffered enough in the process! Silence
and concentration and all the customary routine would
ensue. Long hours of grinding out chapter after chapter of
well-constructed prose lacking the breath of life. Long
hours of listening to my reading of the same, perpetual
assurances (for her own reassurance) that what she was
writing surpassed all that had preceded it. My assent de-
manded and duly supplied while neither of us was ever
deceived for a moment. Writing, reading, dictating, cor-
recting, typing and retyping, and I would wonder wearily
how long it must continue. Fury at times at my alleged
lack of appreciation, but a half-hearted fury aimed
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